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Number 389 May 2018 
 
The BULLETIN of the Northern California BSA Ownersô Club is the forum for the 

exchange of information among the members.  All material contained within this 

newsletter is property of the BSAOCNC unless otherwise stated within the article.  

Material is not to be reproduced or copied without the written consent of the 

BSAOCNC.  If you would like to use an article or picture found in this newsletter please 

contact the Editor. 

 

Deadline for submission of material for publication is the 10th of each month.  Members are 
encouraged to submit technical information, ads, letters, photographs, or any other items of potential 
interest.  Photos will be returned only if so requested in advance.   
 
Opinions expressed in the BULLETIN are those of the respective contributors, 
and do not necessarily represent the position of the Club membership or its 
officers. 
 
BOARD OF DIRECTORS John Magri   President 415-587-7541 
 Jim Romain Vice President                                        707-894-3805
 Ray Pallett   Secretary    510-456-6578 
  Mike Crick                                                                  916-797-0879 
  Ants Uiga                                                                   949-466-6404 
 David James                                                              510-562-6769 
 Gary Roper, 541-858-5313 
 
REGALIA SALES Patti Meadows 775-359-8150 
LIBRARIAN Randy Reiter 510-222-2546 
WEBMASTER David James 510-562-6769 
INTER. RALLY DELEGATE Barry Porter                                                               831-464-2867 
TREASURER Bill Whalen                                                                707-837-0424 
ADVISORS Thomas Stott (Pre-unit C Series Singles) 951-659-2406 
 Heinz Batterman (Gold Star) 510-339-1776 
 (M20/21) need volunteer *** - *** - **** 
 Jack Wheeler (Pre-unit Twins) 510-724-1782 
 James Banke (Unit Singles) 831-335-1422 
 Jerry Meadows (Unit Twins) 775-359-8150 
 Bill Whalen (Rocket 3) 707-837-0424 
 Ray Pallett (Bantam) 510-456-6578 
CONTRIBUTORS Maggie Neato (Personals) Write c/o the BULLETIN 
 Claude Baddley                                           Retired Lion tamer  
 Sigmund Fraud                                            Ex-analyst  
  Commander Thaddeus McBragg            Video Naval Commander  
 Anne Nonomous                                      Not really sure  

Membership: 
The Northern California BSA Ownersô Club is open to all BSA enthusiasts at $20 
per year. Associate membership is $5 per year for additional members in the same 

household. 
 
The address for submitting material for publication in the newsletter is: 
 17320 Santa Rosa Mine Rd. Perris, Ca. 92570 

. 
e-mail:  bsaocnceditor@aol.com 

www.BSAOCNC.org 

Cover: BSA Sunbeam scooter in 1959.  
Back cover: The king of cool says it all 
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The way we were  Your humble Editor 

 Racing has taken on a bigger than life persona. 
Professional racers now have personalized trainers to 
keep them in top physical condition. They have large 
salaries and wealthy sponsors. They are driven in motor 
coaches after flying to race meets while race crews do 
the driving to events. They can be hard or impossible to 
meet and are protected from the crowds of fans for their 
own safety and protection.  
 It hasnôt always 
been so as most of us can 
remember. I am reminded 
of stories from some of the 50ôs and 60ôs competitors I know. In the glory days of desert 
racing saw the likes of Bud Ekins and Buck Smith along with many others who were 
guys like us but not like us. Where as I had in the back of my mind that ñhey I gota go to 
work on Mondayò many of the men who raced thought only of winning. They did incredi-
ble things on a motorcycle because they were willing to push it to 99.9%. Many paid for 
their own transportation to the races and bought most of the gear needed to race. I was 
told this story by Jack Simmons about the famous Norton wrecking crew of Jack, Kerker 
and Manley. Jack said that Dennis Poore , Norton managing director, was attending a 
road race at Orange County raceway. Jack knew that you couldnôt let off the throttle on 
a Commando in a corner too quickly as back loading the gearbox would cause a cata-
strophic failure. Lapping a slower racer Jack was cut off by the riders sudden move and 
cut the throttle. The gearbox exploded locking the rear wheel and dumping 90wt on the 
track. Jack high-sided and was thrown completely over the infield wall and landed in the 
pits. Mr. Poore was so impressed with the failure he graciously supplied Jack with a new 
gearbox assembly for his trouble.  
 Most riders were like Jack, approachable and affable when not in the throws of 
competition. Once the flag dropped it all changed. Some of the nicest racers I have 
known had a reputation for kicking front wheels and other tricks to put the competition in 
the weeds if not the hospital. In the end most ended their career with a closet full of tro-
phies and memories but not much else to show for it. Many threw out their trophies with 
the trash as the days passed.  
 At the Trailblazers annual meeting I attended on April 7 there were over 800 in 
attendance. A few who got in when the factories were paying were there but most the 
stories were of a sponsorship that consisted of a new chain or shocks once in a while. I 
was told the story of one racer who would sell the chain or shocks sponsored then se-
lect a new machine in for service and fit the customers shocks and chain to their race 
bike. After the weekends race the parts were cleaned and re-installed on the customers 
machine. Another dodgy move was to take the nastiest gas cap out of the trash and find 
a machine with a bit better one. Swap that one and keep moving up the bikes swapping 
for a bit better each time until you had a brand new gas cap in your tool box. It was a 
way to support the racing effort when the cash strapped manufactures couldnôt or would-
nôt.  
 Racing was a real labor of love and passion in those times. Financially it lead 
to minimal return for the great risk involved. So would any of the riders change any-
thing? Of course one I asked said he would love to have made some real money but 
given all he would do it all over again.       
        Ed. 

BUCK SMITH 1958 BIG BEAR, FINISHED 3RD. TRIUMPH TR 6  
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Letters to the Editor 
Send to:  bsaocnceditor@aol.com or  by mail : 17320 Santa Rosa Mine Rd, 

Perris, Ca.  92570  

 

Hereôs one that we used to do. Imagine if they caught you now!  
Hint: Donôt do it! The old Triumph shop in Riverside had this! 
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Iôm interested in finding out more on the Pasco Motorcycle.   
It was dubbed in its advertising as ñthe King of Motorcyclesò and manufactured 
in the early part of the last century in Australia.  Itôs not really British but has a 
British name (Cornwall England: ñEasterôs Childò in the Cornish language), so 
perhaps one might consider it the ñCousin Jackò of Britain's past motorcycle 
history?  Iôve seen pictures of the Pasco but never an actual motorcycle.  I be-
lieve it was in production for a decade or more and have no idea why it ceased. 
   One will find the spelling Pasco with or without the ending ñeò, why is another 
unsolved mystery?  I was surprised to find in my quest many knowledgeable 
motorcycle-history individuals not knowing of its existence nor even hearing its 
name.  Possibly with your evolvement in British motorcycle-history you have 
knowledge of the Pasco; so I am seeking youôre guidance in finding more about 
the Kingôs history.  If not, perhaps I have sparked an interest in this subject with 
you or one of the Bulletinôs readers whereby a new quest might commence? 
You produce an outstanding publication in ñthe Bulletinò; plus: it is a real object, 
I can enjoy a tactile experience reading it and no worries in running out of elec-
trons as no battery/electrons/photons/rebooting/Boolean algebra required - 
yeah!  Thank You Very Much!!!ñBobs Your Uncleò                                             
Bob Pascoe Central, AZ  

Another excellent "Way We Were".     We started out on a step 
through Trail Fifty, worked up to a 125 then maybe 350.  Aspiring 
in a couple years to ride a Heavy Weight Bonneville. Funny how 
modern riders are so much more proficient.   A Sportster is a Girl's 
Bike.   Real Men's first bike is a  $30,000  Road King.              
Butch in Winnemucca  
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          Brother Ronôs Motorcycle       Dennis Lesea  

 My brother Ron was going to UC Berkeley in 1959. He was an extremely intelligent 
guy , ace TV repair man, engineering student of the highest caliber, hot rodder , and he 
had two motorcycles. He had a nice 56 Matchless 600 cc Roadbike and a 500 cc AJS 
dirt scrambler. British bikes- which were the class and performance machines of their 
time. For me at 15 and a half years old I was in hot bike heaven. Well, I went to DMV 
and got my learnerôs permit which made me eligible to ride a motorcycle.(In those days 
that is all you needed). The AJS single was quite a challenge to start when it was cold. I 
used to be with Ron when he would start it up . He was a powerful and strong man and 
he would struggle with it. This motorcycle was supposed to have a compression release 
which would have made it easier to start but it wasn't working for some reason or other. I 
was so lusting after riding this bike after his buddy took me for a ride on the back.I would 
bug Ron relentlessly to let me ride it. He would be working in his room on a TV, and I 
would be whining and carrying on about riding the bike. One day I said come on, let me , 
he said: ñIf you can start it you can ride itò, thinking that there as no way I could do this. 
Well, what do you know, I got it to fire. That was that, I was in love and bliss that I didn't 
know was possible, blasting around the neighborhood and up into the Berkeley Hills. 

                                           The Whizzer 

Sometime around 1958, I traded my bicycle for a Whizzer motorbike that a friend of mine 
had . My bicycle was a really cool three speed from England and the Whizzer need 
some work. A Whizzer was a Schwinn fat tire cruiser bicycle with a three horsepower 
motor adapted to it with a slipper centrifugal clutch and belt drive and almost no braking 
power. Man, was I stoked, this was the next best thing to a motorcycle. Somehow, I got 
it running, I think with the help from my brother Ron. We lived on a hill in North Berkeley 
and I could roll it down the hill to start it. It had to be roll started. What exhilaration and 
freedom to be riding around under power instead of having to pedal. 

I had a great time riding this around the neighborhood. One fine summer day I decided 
to go on a real adventure and ride it out to my dadôs gas station in Richmond (20 mile 
round trip). Well I knew it wasn't legal as I had no license to ride or registration on it, that 
just made it more of a challenge. I stayed off the main roads and rode through the neigh-
borhoods. I made it all the way out there , I canôt remember if my dad was there or not. I 
think I luckily avoided seeing him. Well, I turned back and was racing home on the back 
streets . I remember riding next to a guy, and asking how fast was I going, and he said 
thirty five . Wow, I was hauling ass, as the expression was for those days among hot 
rodders. It wasnôt two more blocks and I got stopped by the Albany police , the jig was 
up. They made me push it to the police station and called my mom. Mom came down 
with the family station wagon and we loaded it in the back. I don't remember getting a 
ticket or citation at all. I think Mom bargained with them to promise I wasn't going to do 
that again. I donôt even remember any repercussions for this other than saying: sorry 
Mom, I won't do that again. They didnôt take the bike away, and I think I was back out 
there sneaking short rides around the neighborhood not long after. My Mom Vergie was 
and still is an  incredibly loving soul who showed up as love about 99% of the time. She 
could have written the first book on allowing everything to be just as it is. My parents put 
so much effort into raising my older brothers who were so into doing what they pleased, 
that when it came down to me they just allowed me to do my thing whatever that was. 
None of us three were really bad but all of us were just going to do what we were going 

to do.       Dennis Lesea  
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Can you name these famous riders?  

Where was this picture taken? 

What year? Send your guesses to : 

bsaocnceditor@aol.com  
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